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McGrath: Malediction

POETRY
FOUR POEMS
MALEDICTION

da;

This is the
room.
Look at the walls:
Pictures of tanks and pl~es. Maps of the·world.
The radio is playing "Beautiful Dreamer."
"Awaykun 'to me" the tenor pleads for the last time.
"Is your smile dazzling?" the announcer asks like a lover..
There are maps of the world. Pictures of tanks. Pictures
Of Sonja Henie and Joan-Crawford and the - .
Breasts of ·R.ita Hayworth.
"For the boys of the Fifth s.quadron," Sonja has written.
Linda Darnell sends us all her love.
The radio applauds with well-rehearsed spontaneity.
i;'

.

When the ~s break loose from the wall it will be difficult.
They won't be around with their love and that dandy announcer
Won't give a damn if our smile dazzles,
Nor thesagary tenor awak~n. .
Over the soviets the nig~t shakes with artillery.
In the Solomons a ship goes down, oil slick in the moonligIit~,
And in freezing east Europe, Festu,ng Europa, the people,
The poor sons of bitches whom no one lovesWell, many are dying. There is not one way to say it-,
That the war is just. But the fairies, the brown-nose servants,
The dirty bloodsuc,king swine, the stinking vulgarians,
The boss, the radio man, the star, the editor,
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Their dung-eating lackeysThere is not a good thing in this world but somehow
The capitalists and theii perverts an~ the ugly small souls
Mothered in Hollywood will slime i~l over.
POSTCARD

The waves break on the point, and the gulls cry,
And the sky is empty; a soldier's voice in the air
Carries flat in the wind. Afterward, nightfall-

The sun kindles on Wisconsin water,'
"
The hills sharp as a girl's
breasts,
And, farther, the massive feminine Dakotas,
The tall grain whispering through the summer weather.

\

Night becomes; li~e a meeting of water and water,
Like a dark mating," a waiting as of mist deepening,
And,,-,lower "and later the light lies under the" headland.

The pheasant in covert in gay plumage
Salutes the sun which from the height of August
Flatters all meridians and on the beaches
Gilas the bathers in a kind of homaglf.
Nameless figures move, but over the clamor,
The yammer of trucks, in the dark, the words hover
Like the last grin of the Cheshire cat whose clever.
Meaning w~cannot determine, although we construe the manner.
NOCTURNE MILITAIRE

Imagine or re~ember how the road at last led us
Over bridges li~e prepositions, linking a drawl of islands.
The coast curved away like a question m~rk, listening slyly
And shyly.whispered the insomniac Atlantic-.
But we were uncertain of bath question and answer, "
Stiff and confused and bemused in expendable khaki,
Seeing with innocent eyes, the walls gleaming,
And the alabaster city of a pervert's dream.,
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